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urge. You think it's madness to talk of the old gods of Mai-
Dun? You think I ought to be interested in their excavations,
and their proofs that human beings lived in this place like
hyenas in holes among bones. I tell you, lad, the truth of life's
in the imagination, not in ashes and urns! I tell you we, I and
others like me, are the gods of Mai-Dun—the same yesterday,
to-day and forever. There's no one God, lad. Lay that up in
your heart. Things are as they are because there are so many of
us; and as fast as some create, others destroy: and a good thing
too, as the Son of Chaos cries out in Faustl
"Certain masks of life ought to be destroyed, to make room
for others; to make room sometimes for those that have lain
beneath them for ten thousand years.
"Yes, my dear boy, as I talk to you now I feel the power
rushing through me. You may well clutch at the grass! This
bank, and that one opposite us, that seem so solid, shall I tell
you what they are? They're mists and mirages and vapours!
Don't 'ee feel it, lad, as I speak to you ? Don't you feel this
whole great fortress ready to shake, shiver, melt, dissolve?
Don't you feel that you and I are behind it, making it what it
is by the power of our minds ? Don't you feel it floating, with all
its bright grass, on the dark under-sea of our terrible	?"
He was interrupted by the unexpected appearance of three
young men and a small dog advancing along the crest of the
rampart in front of them.
No-rnan at once stopped clutching at the grass, and auto-
matically picked up his grotesque cudgel; and then, shuffling
a bit, till his legs were in a more comfortable position, held this
Cerne Giant club of his tightly across his knees. It had been
a wonder to him, all these months, that the people he passed in
his walks refrained from jeering at this absurd stick. "These
patient Durotriges," he thought, "must have got so used to the
eccentricities of one set of rulers after another that they treat
my stick as if it were the battle-axe of Sir Jonathal!"
His first impression when he caught sight of these three men
and their little dog was that they were his old friends, the dole-
receivers from the bridge. For a second he suffered that un-
comfortable sensation we get when some particular chance
seems more than chance.
"Am I destined to meet these three men and their dog," he
thought, "at every crisis in my life?"

